l8                          MY    FATHER

It may be objected that you cannot have intimate
friendships with groups or classes of people. But
you can. Father is intimate with the workers every-
where. Walk with him one day across London
and you will hear him greeted intimately by scores
of people whom he has never seen in his life. They
have seen him, though, and heard him, and though
he knew it not (but perhaps he did know) he had
touched their hearts, and made them intimate with
him for ever.

If you admire those who by " the unsparing use
of the tomahawk and scalping knife" (as was said
of Disraeli) carve their way to fame and power,
you will not admire George Lansbury.

The first three decades of the twentieth century
have seen a lad from a miner's cottage gradu-
ating from the extreme left to the extreme right
of the Labour Movement, shake himself free from
his earlier environment to sit as a director of a
huge industrial concern; an engine-cleaner has
worked his way through from the lower ranks of
his trade union to Town Council, House of
Commons* Cabinet and Privy Council and now
remains, applauded in the society columns* a
pillar of laisstz j^X a fashionable anccdotist and
friend of Kings- An eloquent and entirely res*
pectable Socialist^ after a lifetime of devoted work
as organiser, secretary and agitator in the Labour
Movement now finds himself Prime Minister of a
conservative government (miscalled **national*1 gov*
crnment),